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not just or  right you  should hale  out so much stone, and win so little bread."
Then the quarryman rose to his feet, and pointing,
" Master Monk," said he, " what see you up yonder on the hill ?"
" Brother, I see the walls of the City."
"And above them?"
" Above them I see the roofs of the houses, which crown the ramparts."
"And higher still?"
"The tops of the pines, the domes of the Churches and the Belltowers."
"And higher still?"
" I see a Tower overtopping all the rest, and crowned with battlements. It is the Tower of the Podesd."
a Monk, what see you above the battlements of that Tower ?"
"I see nothing, brother, above the battlements save the sky."
" But 1," cried the quarryman, " I see upon that Tower a hideous giant brandishing a club, and on the club is inscribed : OPPRESSION. Yea ! Oppression is lifted up above the citizens' heads on the Great Tower of the Magistrates and the* City's Laws."
And Fra Giovanni answered :